your dinner if you sit there talking to Conrad.
FRANKLYN. Oh, goodness gracious, may I not have indigestion
and intelligent conversation if I prefer it to running round a
billiard table after my health?
CLARA. You will be very disagreeable if you get indigestion.
And Con wants to smoke. Off with you.
FRANKLYN. Oh, very well. [He goes out sulkily].
CONRAD. Anything for a quiet life. [He goes out taking his pipe
out of his pocket as he goes].
CLARA. Savvy: take Rosie and Imm to the drawing room; and
let us have some music. Imm hasnt heard Rosie play; and the
sooner he gets it over, the better.
MRS ETTEEN [moving towards the door] Do you really want any
music, Mr Champernoon?
IMMENSO [going -with her] In moods of battle and victory I want
the bagpipes, Mrs Etteen. My wife imitates them on the black
keys of the piano. I do the drum, with a dinner gong. [ They go out].
SAVVY. Come along, Bill.
Haslam rises with alacrity.
CLARA. No: Bill will stay and talk to me. You clear out.
Savvy, surprised, looks at Haslam, whose countenance has
fallen; then goes out slowly.
CLARA. Sit down.
Haslam sits down.
CLARA [sitting down also} Am I, too, privileged to call you Bill,
Mr Haslam?
HASLAM. Certainly, if you like.
CLARA. You mustnt suppose because Mr Barnabas is blind, I
am. What are your intentions, young man?
HASLAM [his eyes twinkling] I have just declared them to Mr
Barnabas.
CLARA. What!!!
HASLAM [enjoying his retort immensely] Priceless!
CLARA. I see nothing priceless about it. I think it was great im-
pudence of you to speak to Mr Barnabas before Savvy had said a
word to me. What did Franklyn say?
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